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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

pour meted words 
of sea-hawks and gulls 
and sea-birds that cry 
discords. 

STORM 

I 

You crash over the trees, 

you crack the live branch : 

the branch is white, 

the green crushed, 

each leaf is rent like split wood. 

II 

You burden the trees 

with black drops, 

you swirl and crash: 

you have broken off a weighted leaf 

in the wind — 

it is hurled out, 

whirls up and sinks, 

a green stone. 

THE POOL 

Are you alive? 

I touch you with my thumb, 
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The Pool 



You quiver like a sea-fish. 
I cover you with my net. 
What are you — banded-one? 



THB GARDEN 

I 

You are clear, 

rose, cut in rock. 

1 could scrape the color 
from the petals, 

like spilt dye from a rock. 

If I could break you 
I could break a tree. 

If I could stir 

I could break a tree, 

I could break you. 

II 

O wind, rend open the heat, 
cut apart the heat, 
slit it to tatters. 
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